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Spoken by Mr. Booth. 


Broad the Britiſh Warrior Conqueſts gains ; 

73 At home there's Harmony, — Great ANNA Reigns. 
3 The Conſort Politic divinely charms 3 

Hier Wiſdom rules, and willing Skill performs. 

She gives the Movement with an equal Sway; 

The Spheres keep Time, applauded, as they play. 

Such Pow'r, Antipathies can reconcile, 

And tune the greater World, like her more happy Iſle. 

In ſpight of War we thus with Peace are bleft, 

And Love alone can here alarm the Breaſt. 

Drawn by her Fame, flrange Shepherds now repair, 5 


In Engliſh Words, with ſoft Venetian Air, 
To ſing their Paſſion, and beguile your Care. 
Sure they may pleaſe, if Nature ſet their Song, 
For Muſick is the Univerſal Tongue. 
Soft are their Hearts, yet innocent their Thoughts , 
Then for their Meaning, pray forgive their Faults. 
Showd here the Notes the Turn of Words controul ; 
Words are but Bodies, Muſick is the Soul. . 
Tho' in the Voice that double Charm is found, 
The Harmony of Senſe, and Melody of Sound : 
'Tis hard to raiſe, or ſave, in ev'ry Place, 
With manly Engliſh an Italian Grace. 
Tet if this bold Attempt you'll kindly ſpare, 
What may not then a grateful Spirit dare, 
To firive to pleaſe the Gen'rous, and the Fair? 
The 
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The Perſons Repreſented. 


Sytuander, a Shepherd, who has been man 4 
Years in ſearch of Orinds his loſt Bude Mr. 7. Laroon. * 


Thyr/is, a Shepherd, a-while unconſtant. Mr. Lawrence. 
A Satyr. Mr. Cook. 
A Country Man lighted by his Miſtreſs. Mr. Pack. 
Eurilla, or Orinaa, a Shepherdeſs, knowny S$:znora Maris 


only by the firſt Name, till the Diſcovery, e Margarita 
at the End of the Play. | Gallia. 


Phillis, her Friend, in Love with Thyrſis. Mrs. Bracegirgle. 


Diana, \, They appear only while the Satyr I Mrs. Bowman. 
— is ſlecping. Tre Baldwin. 


' A Country Woman forſaken by her Lover. Mrs. Willis. 


Chorus of Shepherds, Huntſmen, Clowns, ec. 


SCENE ARCADIA. 


The Time of Action, the ſame with that of the Repreſentation. 


The Reader is deſir d to take Notice, That the Lines marbd or 
thus [ vill not be ſung, by reaſon of the Length of the 
Performance. 


[1] 


TEMPLE of LOVE: 


PASTORAL OPERA. 


The Words ſet to the Muſick of an Italian Play 
on the ſame Subject. 


1 


— 


The Scene is a woody, fine Country, a Hill in Proſpett on 
which flands the Temple of Love; on one ſide a Well of 
Antique Stone- Mort; a large Tree on the other. 


Enter Eurilla with a Basket of Flowers, and a Garland 
which ſhe is compleating : Thyrlis behind, obſerving her 


Eur. Harming Roſes, flow'ry Treaſures, 
Sweet and ſmiling, like the Morn ! 


Hence removing, ſerve our Pleaſures : 
Swains and Virgins you'll adorn. 


See, fee this lovely Roſe! She takes a Roſe. 
Bluſhing, it invites me | 
B To 
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To remove it to my Boſom 
Ah me! it has hurt me. 
Fair Deluder, away—— [ She flings away the Roſe. 
So Hopes of Pleaſure 
Too often turn to Pain, and Love Ill ſcorn. 
Love, like the Roſe, is ſweet, but ſharp his Thorn. 
Shall I then venture? No, 
Love might deſtroy me. 

Tyr. Try me. 

Eur. Ah me! ſome Eccho's nigh me, 
And anſwer d, Try me. 
Oh! you miſtake me. 

Thyr. Take me. 

Eur. Firſt take me, Death! 

Tyr. Firſt take me, Life! 

Eur. Ah! no, this is no Eccho: I diſcover, 
"Tis bur the Voice of ſome Fool like a Lover. 

Thyrlis Advances. 

Thyr. Is't a Folly, Eurilla, ſweet Creature, 
Humbly to beg you'll eaſe us? 

Eur. Oh Thyrſis ! tis your Nature, 
For your Amuſement with your Love to teiſe us. 
You've pre-ingag'd your Heart; 
Then prithee leave-me, 
"Tis Phillis mult relieve you. 

Thyr. Tird with denying, 
am now Eurilla trying; 
Leſs coy J hope to find her; 
I can be true to Beauty, when tis kinder, 

Eur. Tell me, cer I approve you, 
Should I love you; 
Does a real Paſlion move you? 


Thyr. 


Thyr. E ER I change, or make Adyances 


To new Faces, may I die! 
In delicious, balmy Trances, 
By your dear enchanting Glances, 
Ever raviſh'd let me lye ! 
E'er I change, &c. 
Eur. Now all my Doubts are over; 
Here fit, my tender Lover. 
Tyr. Oh! happy Moment! 
Eur. But what alarms you ? 
You tremble------1 am told 
That Love is all a Fire; 
And yours is cold. 
Thyr. Eurilla, forgive me, I tremble----- 
O'ercome with Pleaſure, 
Exceſs of Bleſſing, 
Above Meaſure, 
Above Poſſeſſing, 
1 die with Joy, and tremble for my Treaſure. 


Eur. LL ever be Eoving, . 
Delight of my Heart. 
Be you never roving, 
Your Flame ne'er removing, 
Like mine, ſtill improving, 
We never ſhall part. 
Tl] ever, &c. 


Still why fo ſilent? 
Thyr. The Rights a Lover claims, 
With Silence he mult ſtudy to deſerve. 
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Eur. To fo diſcreet a Swain 
I'll not deny a Token of my Paſſion. 
Thyr. My Love alone can claim it. e, i at's 
Eur. Bur then, my Thyrſis, nnn 
« Be ſure none here may {ce us. 
Tyr. © We are ſecure, and private. 
Eur. „Look here then. - 
Tyr. I do. 
Eur. Sees not my Shepherd 
Thyr. What, Fair one? | He looks a while, and rubs his Eyes, 
Eur. Rub your weak Eyes, poor Thyrſes ! 
Don't you yet ſce it? 
Thyr. Where is it? 
Eur. There, you Fool, you have it. 
[She hits him a Box on the Ear, and then goes out. 


Thyrſis alone. 

Thus does ſhe treat and leave me? 
Oh! Thyrſis, leave her, 
Reſolve, my Heart, to fly her, as ſhe flies thee, 
And pay her Scorn with Scorn. 
Ah! turn thee, turn thee 
To Phillis, kind, and lovely. 
She will approve thee. 
PII tell her, Oh! love me, 
She'll anſwer kindly, 


love thee, oh! I love thee. 4 
Phillis 7s heard ſinging in the Cottage. oj 


Phil. | ONG to love may ſeem uneaſie, 
But, fond Hearts, what more can pleaſe ye, 
Than the Joy of being true ? 
| Thyr. 
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Thyr. Yonder's Phillis, too believing ! 


Poor miſtaken Fair ! 
She relies on Modern Vows. 


Phil. OVE revives by freſh Careſſes: 
within. Each is bleſt when molt he bleſſes. 
Like the Morn our Joys renew. 


Thyr. How lovelier is her Goodneſs, 
Than proud Eurilla's Coynels ! 
Phillis adwances. 
Phil. ] ON G to love may ſeem uneaſie; 
But, fond Hearts, what more can pleaſe ye, 
Than the Joy of being true? 


— * 


Tyr. He's bleſt, who's lov'd by you. 
Phil. Thyrſis, ray Treaſure, 
I know you love me 
Bur tell me, gentle Shepherd, 
Whence this unuſual Red 
: Thy Cheek o'er-{preading ? 
7 Thyr. Is then the Mark remaining? 
p As here Eurilla 
F 


A flow'ry Garland wove, 

I ſtood admuring, 

And toying among the Flowers : 

A Bee advancing, 

Fierce and angry, has ſtung me. 

7 Phil. «To ſuck a ſweeter Hony, 
bh e The cunning Creatures 

4 Did to the Sweets prefer, 

ce Which our Meadows bear, 

« Thoſe on thy Features---— 
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Come to our Cottage, Love, 

To cafe thy Anguith, 

Fil bathe thy Cheek with Milk. 

Thy Pains aſſwaging, 

They ſoon ſhall ceaſe their raging, 
Thyr. The Smart is over; 

And I a while mult leave you. 

« With Speed I'm now repairing 

«To young Sylvander , 

Who's waiting with Impatience. 

Yer know, where-c'er I go 

Still here I bear thee; 

Still, my Dear, my longing Heart 


Will be near thee. 
N E ER leave me more, my Treaſure : 
Charmer, return, or I die. 
Without thee, Soul of Pleaſure, 
Ah me! Panting, 
Fainting, 
Pleaſure is flying, 
Dying. 
Farewel, Life and Joy 
Ne'er leave me, &c. 


Phillis alone. 


Exit. 


Enter Eurilla with the Garland, a Satyr behind watching. 


Eur. Take here what has amus'd me! 
Bur, to beſtow it, 
Dear Phillis, where's your Thyrſis. 

Phi]. Not far you ſaw him lately 
Stung by a Bee, poor Shepherd ! 

Eur. By a Bee! Oh very pretty! 


— 
* 


— _ 


_ [She gives Phillis the Garland. 


Phil. 


[i 
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Phil. D' you laugh when others ſuffer ? 
Eur. Pray would you know what Bee, 
What Bee it was that ſtung him? 
Phil. What Bee: 
[The Satyr, advancing ſlowly, lays hold on them both. 
Sat. Pretty Creatures, I'm he. 
Phil. Ah me! the Satyr. 
Eur. Let me go, thou horrid Creature. 
[ Eurilla gets from him, and runs out. 
Sat. One of you now will ſerve me. 
Phil. Why ar you hold me, 
My pretty, gentle Satyr? 
D' _ fear Fl 90 ? od 
Sat. I know you always fly me. 
Phil. Oh now Ill ſtay; 
See here theſe pretty Flowers, 
This lovely Garland, 
It. is for you 'tis weaving. 
Sat. And again {hall I truſt you? 
Phil. Stay, help me to compleat it. 
Sat. Tm too good natur d. 


[The Satyr fits ahilſt Phillis lays the Garland over 
his Arms, and binds him with it infenſibly, 
pretending to ſiniſh it. | 

Phil. A here combining 
We Flowers entwine, 
So Love is joining 
Your Heart and mine. 


Sat. | H E Roſe with Prickles 
Y Gives Joy and Smart; 
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So Beauty trickles, 
And wounds my Hearr. 


[ The Satyr auhiſtles, and ſeveral Faums or Satyrs enter and dance. 


4 Ah how charming is kind Enjoying ! 
" Eas'd of Anguith the jealous muſt know 
On the Grals contented and toying, 
Courting, 
Sporting, 
Love tranſporting, 
In an Ocean of Joys we flow. 
Ah how Charming, &c. 
Then now you own you love me. 


Phil. IIl give you ſtrait a Token, 
Such as you merit, 
Of my Affection. 
Pax Oh give it! 
Phil. There, my Dear, receive it. 
She frites him with a Brier, puſhes him 
down, and goes our. 
Satyr alone. 
Sat.“ Oh thou very, very Woman! 
6c Firſt the allures me, 
© Secures me, 


cc Ties me, 
« Then down ſhe throws me, and flies me 
« T cannot ſtir - who'll help me? 


« Who now will raiſe me ? 

« Ah me! I'm bruis d and crippled! 
ce She has lam'd me, flipt my Shoulder, 
« And ſpoilt my Shape for ever. 

* What's this ſtrange Moiſture 


«« That's 


ce That's running out? 4 
« Oh! 'tis my Brains I doubt. 

cc Ay, ay, it is my Brain. 

« When cer with Love we're curſt, 

cc That's ſure to run our firſt. 

« The Brain's giv'n over, 

« When c'er.you play the Lover. He gets up at laft. 


IK Fate will but free me, 
Falſe Woman, adieu ! 
If ever you ſee me 
Endeavour 
Your Favour, 
And Wooing 
My Ruin, 
Your worſt may ye do. 
If Fate, &c. 


Enter Sylvander, deſcending from the Temple of Love. 
Syl. Pr. Immortal, Fate declaring, 
End my Sorrow! I'm deſpairing. 


Sat. That Fool thall ſet me free. Aſide. 
Syl. Still in Darkneſs to be lying, | 
Still in Pain, 1s worſe than dying. Going. 


Sat. Oh ftay, dear, pretty Shepherd. 
« Ah me! don't paſs me by. 
“Help me, help me, gently! [Sylvander comes to him. 
Set me free, and I'll thank thee, 
Syl. And who ſo finely 
With a Garland has ty'd thee? 
Sat. I'm the Fool did it. 
To find again the Nymph I love, who left me, 
C 1 
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I try'd a while this Magick to relieve me. 


« Tird at laſt with lamenting, 
<< am repenting, 
« And would diſſolve th' Enchantment. 
Syl. © I ſhare 
Sat. Should I but tell thee 
The odd Enchantment— 
Syl. Oh Torment! 
I've been implorin 
The Oracle, to find my loſt Orinda ; 
But cannot underſtand it. 
Sat. What does it tell thee > 


Syl. Under the Roſe, where Myrtles are, [Reads the Oracle. 


Mark well where Waters riſe! 
There fhall a Fire, that dying lyes, 
Rewiwve, to bleſs a Pair. 
Sat. Tis eaſie; 
Untie me; 11] untie it. 
Syl. Firſt reſolve me 


Sat. See here the Myrtles twin d about the Roſes : 


And under, in the Well, 
Water's riſing. 
Syl. Oh! witty Satyr! 
Sat. Unbind me; 


Then, to Expound the reſt, you'll ready find me. 


5yl. 1 with Joy ſet thee free. [Sylvander unbinds him. 
Sat. Oh! oh! oh! oh!-—- She had half choak'd me. 
Sy]. Now cafe me, kind Satyr: Explain the reſt, and caſe me. 


Sat. Sure I enough have gueſt. 
You made me do my beſt: 
Gueſs thou the reſt. 


Satyr runs out. 


SyL 


IJ 


The Temple of Lowe. 
Sylvander alone. 
Syl. «© Monſter, or worſe, thou Satyr! 
« Ungrateful and inhuman ! 
«'Tyould have been ſtrange 
ce For thee to have done better. 
What ſhall I do? 


Thyrſis, having been a while behind, advances, 


Thyr. Sylvander ! 
Sy]. My gentle Thyrfis ! 
Thyr. A while behind a Tree 
I have obſery'd thee, 
And heard thy ſad Complaining. 
Pray, who is this you've loſt, 
Poor Shepherd ? 
Syl. Oh! Thyrſis! 
Why will you now renew my cruel Pain? 
Thyr. *Twill eaſe you to reveal it. 


Syl. Ten long Years have I rov'd, ſince my old Father. 


With Danger of his Life, fav'd young Orinda's, 
Rich Montano's Daughter, 

Hurt by a raving Boar. 

He ſtabb'd the Monſter. 

The Parent, kind and grateful, 

Reſtow'd on me the Virgin: 

And ſhe, but yet an Infant, 

Was then ſecur d to me by ſacred Marriage. 
« Both only Children, and the tender Hymex 
« Only yet taught our Lips, 

« Scarce wean'd from milky Food, 

« Cold childiſh Kiſſes. 

Soon after, young Orinda 

Was in the Foreſt loſt. 


| Bay * 


11 


Thro 
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Thro' Foreſts, o'er Mountains, thro' Deſarts, and Vallies, 


Still wand' ring and grieving Ive ſought her. 


No more, oh Heavens! no more mult my Eyes ſee her, 


Nor can I, returning 
To our old grieving Parents, 
End the doletul Mourning. 
Thyr. Well may thy Fortune grieve thee. 
May Heav'n relieve thee ! 
But tell me, 
Since ſtill our Faces oth our Years are changing, 
May not her Looks deceive thee, 
While for her thou art ranging ? v2 
Syl. 1 hope to know her : 
For ſure the Mark's remaining 
Near her right Shoulder, 
Where ſhe was wounded 
By the Boar in his Fury. 
Tyr. Such a Mark to diſcover, 
That's hid beneath her Gown, I'd nc'er give over. 
I would try ev'ry Beauty, 
And briskly play the Rover. 
But you, chaſt Lover, 
Ne'er court the Favour. 
Syl. Ah me! all my Hopes are over. 


Thyr os St Love with Hope's expiring, 
y then d'you fan the Fire ? 


e 3 Heart * ceaſe deſiring, 
We ought to change, or retire, 


If Love, &c. 


Fyl. I'll fee a Thouſand Beauties, 
But ne'er Orinda ; 


Or, 
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Or, ſceing, Tl not {ee her. 
So vill my Paſſion 

Be but a light Amuſement. 
Deſpair ſecures and arms me. 


My Heart is ever cold, Love never warms me. 


OVE's Fire in my Eyes is ſhining, 
But ne'er can reach my Hearr, 
The Fair, in vain deſigning, 
Their Power to Love's are joining : 
A Smile returns a Dart. 
Love's Fire, &c. 
The End of the Firſt AF. 


A: © ĩ³ 


The SCENE continues. 


Enter Satyr with the Garland. 
Sat. J Here am come again; I know not why. 
Within my Breaſt 1 ſwore 
I here vould come no more. 
Yer ſtill 1 long to try. 
Here ſecret Charms I find; 
And hither to return I am inclin'd. 
He views himſelf in the Mell, and adorns himſelf with Flowers. 


Ill now 


Adorn my Brow-W : 


We pretty Creatures, 
For all our handſom Features, 
May yet add Charms to Nature's. 
Il view my Beauty. 
Nymphs, look, and languiſk ! 
Tho! Pride ſhould arm ye, i 
A new Narciſſus will charm ye. Oh 
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Oh pretty ! the Birds are warbung. [ Ihe Birds are heard. 
Applauding Birds attend me. | 
Oh! Melody, that melts the Soul in Pleaſure. 
How gently, gently, 

My ſtumb' ring Senſe it doſes ! 


My Eyes it cloles ! 
Here I down will lay me. Fr 
So ſooth d by Venus, in her Lap, _ 
Love ſlceps as I do. [He falls aſſeep on the Edge of the Well. 

Diana deſcends in her Chariot while the Satyr is ſleepin g — 


Diana. OLecping Satyr, wake in Mind ! 
Wanton Love no Eaſe ſhall find. 
Here in Dreams enjoy a Sight 
Of the Scat of chaſte Delight. 
Leave a Love to Folly join'd, 
*Twill deceive thee : 
Rural Sports will beſt relieve thee, 25 
Wanton Love no Eaſe ſhall find. 1 
The Scene changes to Diana's Seat; ſome of her } 
Attendants enter and dance. 
| Venus and Cupid deſcend. 
Venus. Old Diana! Now I find, 
Ev'n the Chaſte in Dreams are kind. 
Yet, vhere- e er your Court you keep, | | 
Love and Pleaſure fall aſleep. Diana flies up in her Chariot. 
Change the Scene, my gentle Boy ; 
Show the Bleſlings we've in ſtore ; 
Dreams, tho faiſe, give real Joy, 
Waking Senſc can feel no more. 
The Scene changes to the Bower of Bliſs; ſeveral Lovers 
and Nymphs enter and dance: Venus and Cupid fly 
up, and the Scene turns to a Grove again. 


Enter 


v! 
0 
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Enter Eurilla and Phillis. 
Eur. Mark what I ſay, my Phillis! | 
This was the Bee [She ſhows Phillis her Hand. 
That ſtung the wanton Thyrſis. | 
Phil. "ny fickle perjur'd Shepherd 
Eur. While the bold Rover 
Aim'd at my Lips, I met him with my Hand. 


Phil. EV Man in Love's a Traitor; 
All their Courting 
Is only Sporting, 
They're intriguing with every Creature, 
Tho but you they {wear they're Courting, 


Eur. Then be wiſe, and give over 
Love and the Lover. 
Phil. Hark, hark | | 4 Bird is heard to fing ont of the Tree. 
Eur. Oh! where? 
Phil. Yonder, ſee, Eurilla 
Yonder, perch'd o'er his Neſt he's ſinging. 
Eur. I ſee it----- Oh Charmer! 


WW/ 4rbing, the Bird's enjoying 
Swcer Pleaſure, free and gay. 
While we, with Love complying, 
Our ſelves to Care are tying, 
He ſings and ſports all Day. 


_ Phil. The Bird may ſing and ſport, yet he is loving. 
A Nymph in Foreſts roving, 
Wild like the ſport ſhe's loving, 
May doat on Freedom's Charms, 
But a fine young Creature, 
Finds her Pleaſure greater, 
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Claſp'd in a Lover's Arms. 
What can be {weeter ? | a 
Eur. Oh!! [ Diſcovering the Satyr. 
Phil. Stay, my Dear. | I: 
Eur. © Let's fiy, while he is ſleeping. 
Phil. No, no; hear me! 
&« Let's fling him in the Well, to cool his Fury. 
Eur. I dare not, my Dear, I dare nor. 
ce If he wakes, woe be to us 
Phil. Oh! fear not. 
“Come, ſoitly, take your Bow, and unſtring it. 
cc And bind his Feet, while I his Arms am tying. 
Sat. *I here am come again. [ breaming. 
Eur. © Phillis, the Monſter hears us. 
© Let's fly, I pray thee. 
Phil. © He's only Dreaming. | 
Eur. © Dreaming! no, he knows our Meaning. 
Phil. Come, prithee fear not. 
Eur. What, will you try again then? | 
Sat. © I here would come no more [ Dreaming. 
Phil. “] come no more; let's fly, Eurilla. | 
Eur. I'm flying. 
Sat. * And hither to return — — [ Dreaming. 
Phil. Oh! he's Dreaming ſurely. 
Eur. © ] dare not truſt him. 
Phil. Help me; ve'll without Danger 
*« Maſter the Beaſtly Creature. 
Rur. © Would there not be more Safety, 
<< Bcfore we bind him, a while to blind him? 
Fhil. «That will do better, lend me a Ribbon. 
Eur. There it is, and a ſtrong one. 
Phil. Now tie it. Enr. © Harder. Phil, © He's waking. 
Sat. © Who dares tie me? Who's fo nigh me? Eur. 
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Eur. Ah me 


Phil. Ah me! 


Sat. Pretty Fools are about: 
Gropes about, and ſtrives to unbind his Eyes. 


I'll find you our. 
Phil. Beaſtly Satyr. 
Eur. Ugly Creature 


Sat. If I catch ye----- 
Phil. and Eur. No, Satyr, no, no; no, Satyr, no, no. 
Sat. You thought you had me fait, 

Unbinds himſelf, and looks about him. 


* Pur l'll have you at laſt. 
Phil. Oh! I tremble, my deareſt, for thee. 


Eur. Oli my Treature, Im dying for thee. 
[ The Sciyr r:1s from the one ſide to the other harkcting. 
Sat. If 1 ice you tir a Foot, 
Little Gipſies, how [!]----- Look to'r. 
Phil. © Beaſtly Satyr! 
Eur. Ugly Creature 
Sat. If I catch ye--— 


Phil. and Eur. No, Satyr, no, no; no, Satyr, no, no. 
[E Eurilla and Phillis ran ont. 


Satyr alone. 


Sat. Why ſeem they ſo ſcornful? 

What do I fee? their Javelins? 
[ Takes up their Favelins. 

Theſe Spoils ſhall ſerve me. 
With theſe to yonder Temple 
I'll go to Cupid 
I'll make an Off ring ; 
And ure at laſt he'll be . 


To my kind Wiſhes. 
D | THE 
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HE more we fondly run, 
The more the Game will ſhun, 4 
And Fortune frown. 1 


0 Soft, ſoft, ſoft eaſie Steps with Art = 
Will ſooner catch a Heart ; 
| Than hunting down: 3 
Then move on warily, tho' Love is calling. 3 


In a Chace, Mr 
Like a Race, | 
We're often falling. * 


The more, &c. | Exit eatyr 1 8 
Enter Thyrſis, and then Sylvander, and Eurilla who 4 | 
is looking about the Place. „ 
Sp. Thyrſis, what Charmer's this that _ my Eye: * 
Thyr. The beſt Excuſe I know for my late Falthood. "4 
Sy]. Fair one, what are you ſceking ? * 
Eur. Only my Dart, and that of my Friend Phil lis. i 
Ah! ſure that wicked Satyr has remov'd them. * 
Tyr. Eurilla, accept of this I offer. o 4 
Eur. From thee I will have nothing. 7 | 
Sy]. May this be grateful, b 
Tho from a Stranger % © 
Eur. Much rather; | = 
And, as a welcome Fayour, gentle Shepherd, : 
1 here receive it. 7 


N Sy. To your prevailing Charms much more I owe. | 
1 Thyr. © Bright Maid, give mine however 

=, Jo angry, injur'd Phillis; 

And fay, in pity, that her repenting Shepherd, 

„Once wounded by another, Pet 
« Sends this to puniſh. Wet [+1 
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Eur. © Thyrſis, too late repenting, 
ce Will ſcarce be pardon'd. 
« Neceſlity, not Virtue, ſeems to guide thee ; 
And leaving thy Firſt good Choice 
« To gain a Second, 
cc Without juſt Reaſon; 
cc From the one and the other 
« Love ſhould deprive thee. 
Tyr. Eurilla is too cruel. 
Syl. Were Cruelty {till laſting, 
And Love ncer taſting, 
We then ſhould die with Faſting. 


Eur. 2- HE Contenting of a Lover 
Worle may prove than being coy ; 
We may loſe that on a Rover, 
Thar the faichful ſhould enjoy. 
The ontenting, &c. Exit. 


Hr. 


ß IS * 
hs 1 „ r ito ow” om rs 
K Toe, Rune nears: * nga + 8 | 
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Thyr. Sylvander, go to my Phillis, 
Appeale her, or I deſpair : 
Soften with gentle Words, 
Soften the cruel Fair. 

Sy. © Hope well: When we're repenting, 
; ©Heav'n's relenting. 


Ihr. koch gently be complying ! 
Charming Fair, be coy no more! 
You've by Pain your Power been trying, 
Pity, pity, and reſtore. 
Gently, gently, &c. [Exit Thyr. 


Sylvander alone. 
A Charmer, like Eurilla, | 


Strikes not the Eyes alone, D 2 But 


or 


" 2 — % 2 * 1 
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But invades the Soul, 

And. will poſſeſs it whole, 
Orinda, returning, 
Oh! end my Mourning , 
Or from my Heart 

Depart. 

Why ſhould we, when Hope's expiring, 

Be ſtill deſiring 2 


þ Ond Heart, repine no more 
I'll now be gay. : 
Let Hope my Joy reſtore, 
Dull Care adjourning; 
When Grief's returning, 
I know the Way. 
Fond Heart, &c. 


[Exit Sylvander. 


Enter Satyr, coming out of the Temple dreſt like a Gypſie, 


and in a Rage. 


gat. L Ooliſh Love, nc'er hope to teize me, 
If you pain me, Change ſhall caſe me; 


None but Fools to Inclination, 
For the Pleaſure, bear the Paſſion, 
Fooliſh Love, &c. 


In vain you hope to ſtarve me; 


To gain my With, this ſtol'n Diſguiſe ſhall ſerve me. 


[He goes to the Cottage, and ku oc r at the Door like a Beggar. 


G O OD People, -pray now fee 
My great Neceſlity 
Beſtow your Charity! 

Pity the Poor 


A 
9 


£4 by 


* Fo 
a 


The Temple of Lowe. 27 
Phil. within. Who's at the Door. | Phillis /oobs out. 
Sat. A poor begging Shepherd. 
I come from Ag ypr, I'm a Fortune: teller; 
Y And 'till our Trade was falling 
5 Twas a good Calling. 
j Now ev'ry Fool's pretending 
To be a Conurer, 
And all the wile are ſtarving. 
Enter Phillis. 
Phil. Do you tell Fortunes ? 
Then prithee tell me mine. 
Sat. Croſs my Hand then, and give me yours. 
Phil. There it is; now pray tell me, 
Will Fortune never favour, 
And ſhall I want for ever 
A true Lover? 
Sat. Theſe Lines good Luck diſcover. 
Be now but tender-hearted, 
You'll ſweetly be diverted 
By a pretty Satyr. 
Phil. Oh! hang him, ugly Creature, 
Who baſely would be catching 
Young Maids, tho' they are watching 
On their Duty ! 
Sat. And yet upon thy Beauty 
This Hour he will be preying. 
Phil. So you indeed are ſaying. 
Sat. And prove it true too. 
Phil. Hold! Gypfie, hold! 


1 Sat. I'm he, and now vill have you. 
4 Phil. © Ah barbarous, inhuman, let m. 90 
Sat. Nay, I hive you, | 


22 The Temple of Love: 


Phil. Oh Heav'ns! what mean you 
Sat. You'll quickly know it. 
Phil. Avoid me. 
Sat. © In vain you ſtruggle. 
Phil. Whither do you drag me: 
Sat. You ty'd me once; I'll tye you now. 
Phil. For Pity's ſake, my pretty, ſweet, dear Satyr. 
He drags her to the Tree, and ties her with the Garland. 
Sat. Oh! now I'm ſweet and dear. 
You'll quickly find 
What kind of Sweets I've for you. 
Phil. © Why do you tie and bind me > 
Sat. Now ſcamper, if you can. 
Phil. «Help! Shepherds, fave me 
Oh Heay'ns ! help, quickly, oh Heav'ns | 
Sat. Lend that Arm, pretty Struggler. 
Phil. Oh help me! relieve me! 


Sat. I'll relieve you. 
Enter Sylvander with a long Dart. 


Syl. Hold, or thou dy'it, Monſter of Lewdnels 
Sat. What now? 
Syl. Forbear, or ſtrait III kill thee. 
Phil. Kind Heav'n aſliſts me. 
Sat. Oh! now I know thy Meaning, 
Thou com'ſt about the Riddle. 
Tit explain thee all the reſt, 
But prithee leave me. 
Sy/. The reſt of that Ænigma! 


Ol Heav'ns! I muſt know it. | 
Orinda ----- Phillis----- | Makes Signs to her. 


Phil. © See my Diſtreſs, kind Shepherd 
„Oh Heay'ns! do you forſake me? 


Syl. 


The Temple of Love. 23 


Syl. © Speak thou, I'll leave thee. 
| Makes ſigns to her, and fits down. 
Sat. Now leave me, thou Intruder ! 
[ Having ſnatch'd Sylvander's Dart, and pointing it to him. 
Or with thy Dart I'll eaſe thee. | 
Sy]. Help, help, here 
Phil. Help, help, there: 
Enter Thyrſis alſo with a Dart, and runs to oppoſe the Satyr. 
Thyr. Villain, forbear, and oppoſe me. 
Sat. With thee too, Minion ! 
Thyr. With me, perfidious Ruffian They fight. 
Sy]. Strike him dead. 
Phil. Save a Maid. 
Fyl. Pierce his Heart. 
Phil. Heav'n takes my Part ! 
Sat. What will relieve me ? 
The Satyr retreating falls into the Well. 
Sy]. Down there! 
Phil. Drown there 
Sat. Down, down I go. 
Thyr. Go to Pluto's Cave below 
Syl. Sure he is drowning, 
Phil. Oh I'm reviving. 
$y/. Let us unbind the Fair one. 5 
[ Thyr. and Sv]. unbind Phillis. 
Thyr. © Phillis, Darling of my Wiſhes. 
« Forgive my Hand, that, fond to free you, 
« Eager and trembling muſt preſs thy render Limbs. 
Syl. « Sure nothing was leſs worthy ſuch a Partner, 
« Bright Nymph, than ſuch a Tree. 
Phil. Now breathe, my Soul; and, Heart, be calmer ! 
Thyr. Bright Shepherdeſs, now be eaſie. 
"RY : c«c Let 


"0 


(let Reſt at e — you. 
Phil. 1 thank thee; 
And, if no more I love thee, | 
* Thyrfis, do not complain. | 
"Thyr « My Fair! ----= _ . | 
Syl. D' you ſcorn him who * lav'd you? 
Thyr. © What, then you prize not 
“ What J have done, mov'd by my Love and Duty : 
Phil. « From Bonds you've eas d me, | 
I'm now my own, and free. | 
Tyr.“ What do you jeſt, unkind----- 
Phil. Oh! no, NO, no; go, go, prithee | 80. 
Tm free; l'm free from thes | 


Syl. © Poor Th fo here I ſee 
67 Small Hopes fo — 


Th ART we, my Dear? No, my Treaſure, 
* P Life of Paſir, 


With you my Soul's remaining, 
More fond than you're diſdaining; 
Till pitying and complying, 
Both Souls to Heav'n are flying. . * 
Part we, my Dear, &c. | [Exit Thyrſis. 


Sl. Fair one, Thyrſis is faithful. 
Enrilla told me. ------ 


Phil. No Matter; if I forſake him, 
- Th' Occaſion's not Eurilla. 
Syl. What then can move you: 


Phel. Tis you, Shepherd, are bn Oceafion. 
Syl. It 

Pls}. You. 

Syl. What have I done? 


Phil. Do you not conceive me? Ne er 


m Teh of l. 


Eer ae me: oh 
" You conceive me. ; 


ure my Eyes have done their pare! | WY 


* 


You perceive it; 
Lou believe it, CALF" 
But diſdain a proffer d Heart. [Exi. 
8 Silvander alone. | 


. Tis true I perceive it; 
« But muſt not mind it: 
« For Thyrſis loves her: 
« And then Eurilla! Orinda! O Heavens! 
A double Love! fatal embitter d ſweet ! 
What will enſue is more a Riddle yet. 


- God me from a double Paſſion, 
| Or a divided Heart! 
All is due to laclinationz;  __.. | 
- I ſcorn to give a part. W nd 
Poſſeſt of what | love, 
May both our Souls combining, 
Still bind each others Heart. | 
Ah! how long our Hearts are a joining, 
Yet how ſoon, * n 
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0 Let Reſt at home compole you. 
Phil. 1 thank thee; 


And, if no more I love thee, 
_  Thyrfis, do not compaain. 


Thyr. © My Fair! ----- 
Sy/. © D' you {corn him who has fay'd you? 
Ibyr. What, then you prize not 

„What J have done, mov'd by my Love and Duty 
Phil. From Bonds you've eas d me, 


I'm now my own, and free. 


Tyr. What do you jeſt, unkind 
Phil. Oh! no, no, no; go, go, prithee go. 
Tm free; I'm free from thee. 
Syl. © Poor 2555 here 1 ſee 
ce Small Hopes for thee. 


Thyr. DART we, my Dear? No, my Treaſure, 


Life of Pleaſure, 
With you my Soul's remaining, 
More fond than you're diſdaining; 
Till pitying and complying, 
Both Souls to Heav'n are flying. | 
Part ue, my Dear, &c. Et [Exit Thyrſis. 


Syl. Fair one, Thyrſis is faithful. 
Eurilla told me. 1 
Phil. No Matter; if I forſake him, 


IT h' Occaſion's not Eurilla. 


Syl. What then can move you? 

Phil. Tis you, Shepherd, are th Oceaſion. 
Syl. I! | 
Phsl. You. 

Syl. What have I done? 


Phil. Do you not conceive me: = 


E er deceive me: : N 
'Y You conceive me. | 
ure my Eyes have done their part! 
| You perceive it; 
5 vou believe it, | 
But diſdain a profferd Heart. ¶ Exit. 


Silvander alone. 


6 'Tis true I perceive it; 

«© But muſt not mind it: 

For Thyrſis loves her: 

e And then Eurilla! Orinda! O Heavens ! 
© A double Love! fatal embitter d ſweet ! 
* What will enſue is more a Riddle yet. 


Und me from a double Paſſion, 
Or a divided Heart! . 
All is due to Inclination; 
- I ſcorn to give a part. 

Poſſeſt of what I love, 

May both our Souls combining, 
Still bind each others Heart. 

Ah! how long our Hearts are a joining, 
Yet how ſoon, when joind, they can part. 


The Tample 'of 8 = 
ACT. lk, 
The Scene continues the i * K 


Enter Eurilla with the Dart in br: Han, 15 
Ow Sylvander employs mem 5 wy 
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„ 


— 


— 


Eur.“ 
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| O Heavens! how ſtrangely: 

1 „My Heart is now diſorder d! 

i ** AShepherds Favour ſo proves too nn * 4 

4 *A cruel kindneſs. ernte: 0. s 5 er 
li « His hand has arm'd me; 97 23/709; 081 © 4 


- © But his Ey es diſarm d me * tn n LES 
«© But here he ui Loved debe  * 
<« Tl fly the pleaſing dinger. ont #90079; lien z 


Enter OW 


| = - | | Eby 1 99 11 

J Hl. Eurilla ſtay ! ohfſtay! _ 7 - LODI... + 

| : Why do you fly me 2 . vi Ji 3 339g 15 or” mo | 

1 Eur. Vou, who blame me eee, - 75 LN MP 
Firlt ceaſe purſuing, ig , t 


6 3 3 ge. 
$* 33 *Tihkas 70 


And attend her who purſues you. ot 36, „ 
1M Sl. Who purſues me, I ca eto. n 
5 : Enr. Is Phillis then unworthy thy Affection EOS 
. Beauteous and Modeſt, a! e 3 
1 Grac d with every Perfection ww .n wy 1 
Hl. Phillis is lovely, 

But Thyrſss claims my Friendſhip. 
Eur. J Ove's blind, and ſhoots oy Darts 

— None e er regarding: 
Loves blind, and ſtrikes our Hearts, 


XL 
: 
«+ 


| 


* _—x. a. 6 
— ni 
2 > 
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| None e er regarding. 

" The more 
5 We blindly adore, | e 
=. The more rewarding, Sy. 


2 —— 4 
q Te 4 - 
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hen Lond 
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Sl. But yet the power of Friendſhip 


Is more prevailing, 


Where Honour is not failing. 


 Syl. This tender Heart cou'd never be her Prize, 

For oY tis ſacred, Fair One, to your Eyes. 
Enr. He loves me! : is de. 

« Reſiſt yet, Heart, if you can. 

6 8 I eſteem you, 

<« But muſt refuſe your offer. 
Syl.-* Oh cell me why! 

- Why do you thus den 

x — you alone my lofi Lov 18 Im foregoing. 
Eur. Sylvander i lovely, 

Bur Phillis chi my Friendſhip. 


Eur. What if your Thyrſzs ſhou'd the fair deſpiſe ? £ 


Hl. ] Oves blind, and ſhoots his Darts 


None er regarding. 


Love's blind, and ftrikes our Hearts 


None cer regarding. 
| The more 
We blindly 1 

The more r | 

Eur. But yet the Power of of Nini 


ls more prevailing, 


« Where Honour is not failing. 

Sl. © What if your Phillis ſhou'd my Love deſ pile 2 

Bu ce Your Love ſhe'll ne'er deſpiſe. | 

yl. Bur if ſhe flies? *. 

Zur. No, ſhe's too wiſe. 

Syl. Ah! tell me then to whom youll give your heart? 
Oh! ſtrive not to conceal it. 

Eur. To him too much I feel it. Aſide. 


Tod him who will not force me to reveal it. 


| E 2 | Syl. 


* © 
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Sy!. F'm too preſuming—— Farewel ! 
Eur. Oh! do not leave me. | 
Syl. I cannot go, . 

Tho' I know | 

You will deceive me. 


Eur, FF | ever encline to complying, 
'Tis you only may conquer my Heart. 
But in vain, while in freedom tis flying, 
You purſue it, till Love ſhoots the Dart. 
If I ever, &c. Exit Eur. 


Sylvander alone. 


Shall I follow, and without hope be roving ? 
If I muſt not poſſeſs yet, 

My Heart, neer wander. 

| may yet find Orinda, 


] Ovens for their Harveſt ſtaying, 
Find it flow, and wait with fear. 
| Ripe at laſt with wiſe delaying, | 
Golden Days their Toils o erpaying, 
Full enjoyments crown thgir care. 
Lovers, &c. [ Bxit Sylvander 


The Satyr ariſes out of the Well. 


Sat. I'm got out of the Water, 
Half drown'd and freezing, 
That hole in the Well ſavd me. 
Ah! what ill Fortune £ 
Attends a wanton Rover ! 
Sure tis time to give over. 


„Like me, hot Lovers, | 
% Plunge to the Neck in Water, 
_ «T'will cure Love's Fever. 

« When there an hour you've ſtood, 
ce T will make you feel your Brain, 
”” Ad cool your Blood. 


O Rovers, 
Dull Lovers, 
Teaze Beauty no more. 

Still wooing, 

And ſuing, 
In vain you implore. 
Yet never repine, 
To chear you rake Wine. 
Drink! Wine ne er denies 
The Old and Wiſe. 
© Why ſhou d we waſte our leiſure, 
Our beſt Treaſure, 
To bribe them to their Pleaſure ? 
" Loves Joy, we find, 

« Quickly flies, 
** Quickly dies; 

Rut Wine ſtill is kind. 

85 —_— by loving, 

„By Wine oving, 

The beſt wee: 4 —_ 
« Is wile removing, 


Ho wants any Brains? 

ue ſome to ſell. 

Fo eaſe Love's Pains 
A Cure III tell. 


The Li of Low | 


How ſhall I fo 


30 | 7 he 7, pla Low, 
Who wants any Brains? 
l've ſome to ſell. 


Will you have any here ? 
Will you have any there, there, there > | 


If a Beauty will not pleaſe ye, 


Fly to Bacchus, he will caſe ye. 
Daily, 1 
Gaily, . 4 * 
Laughing, 5 
Quaffing, 
Sorrow ceaſing, 
Joy encreaſing, 
If you re for Sport, 
And the Fair deny, | 
The Bottle you'll court, E 
And Loves Charms defy. [Exit, 
Enter Phillis Pg the Temple £ Love 
Phil, My Pray rs are anſwer d; 
But Heaven's myſterious, - -- 
With darkneſs the Oracle is clouded, 
Eaſe me, gentle Cupid, 
And clear my Doubts, 
Who can explain you Anſwer ? ; 
ve this Riddle? 
Ihe one the Shepherd muſt not love, 
&« The other's Wedded. 


<« Who's wedded > Exrilla or Phill ? 
, with Sylvander, | 


ec May now be join d by Hymen ; 
« And in my Boſom 

For him I feel already 

4 *A owng kindnels. 


„ 


The Temple of Lore. 31 
LA Lights, thro Woods are roving FM 

Toſt and wandring ſo I move ; 
Neither burning yet, nor loving; 


But the Flame may ſoon improve. 
Little Lights, &c. 


Enter Thyrſis. 


Tyr. Phillis will you ever fly me ? 
Ever ſcorn me and deny me ? 
Phil. Ceale Tyrſis, ceaſe complaining, 


wn 


And preſs not for obtaining; 14! „918 V7 
Firſt know what Heaven's ordaining. ©. 
On this Bark, to caſe thee, 
The Oracle of Love 


I now will trace thee, 


Tyr. Tell me! what's Cupid 8 Sentence? * 


Poping, delpairing, : 
| ET". 45 
Vet fearing, „ 5 
I wait [Phillis writes. the Oracle on the 


My Fate. Bark of the Em. 

Phil. Read it. 5 3 

| Enter Eurilla. 

Eur. Oh! this fight is pleaſing 
Thyr. Join with me, Eurilla. F 

Let us read together 

An Oracle of Love, 

The lovely PHDIL is 

Has on the Tree been tracing. 


The other's wedded. 


Ir. 


Eur. and 3 The one the Shepherd muſt not Love, 2 together 
| C reading, 


= 
20>, = Rt — Tf — 


Eur. The one who muſt not Love 
Muſt be Eurilla. 18 


Ere I to Love, 

Yet Hymen ne er ſhou'd rye me : 
1 would remove, 
Left my Shepherd ſhou'd fly me. 
Love droops without deſiring, 
And deſire is ſoon WO | 

But when | T7 ETIS 

To meet again 
We are retiring. 

Were I, &c. 


Phil. Vou hear her, Thyrfis, 
Love droops without deſiring : 
That I may then love thee, 
Far hence remove thee. wt 
Tyr. Ah Cruel! if you're till diſdaining, 
While I'm complaining, 
And deſpairing, 


Why ſhou'd I wait? 


My Fate 
You're now 3 


— 


Phil. W Hy of Fate are you complaining, 
Free to love, and free to hare? 


'Tis your Will, fond of obtaining, 
Makes you fawn, tho I'm diſdaining, 
To the Mind we owe our Fate. 


Why of Fate, &c * 


1 
5 1 — — — — 


* 
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en hog, blame not hon, we range, 
e's may unminded eh WE Wn. 2 8 

The Wile, ill us d, can chan Ee a 

Phil. The Falſe, well us d, will range, 2 both to- 

Tyr. The Wiſe, il us d, can change. * 


"Thy byr. Bus r alas, can L rang „ 
my Chains renew ? 
Tis a n to change, | 
And a Joy to be true. 
"Tis a Torment to change. WY . 
Phil. Tis a Pleaſure to change. n 
_Thyr. And a Joy to be true. wy "> 
Phil. And a Pain to be true. ION) 
"A Sound A Hunting is hea, - (oz £4 
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£1 #3 
nn 6 Swain, 8 4 11 I 140 by 
of 'Geaſe to Court 5 | 905 2 05.5 1 EO et 
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3 \ = 3 YES 
There's better fpotr en ent 2 
On the Plain. Po eee RG | 
Enter ſeveral Huntſmen, who join in the following Perſe... A 
JaArk ! bark! 4359 8:4 CT 
The Chace is begun, V 
See how chey rn! © 
How chen aha cry! 1645 uin nA At 
How they hollow ! an 4 2 
How they fly! 3+ 
Follow, Follow 8 | 
Come Swain, GW. 


" 

1 , 1 WS 4 # 
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anger. 9 ad 2 2: 11 501 5 
ae Syn N 3 


| $557 7 * 6 t by la, 
Eur. Ah me 1 1 1 8 kill 3 me. fu M I oe To 
gh pa inks into Sy kvande 7 Am. 


- [Eu illä af right 
Hy. karte T am by e Dp nch feu TS 5 
Bleſs me! ſhe's Swooning RN 48 I 


5 With Fear ſhe's dying. 12 8. Phillis, pg ; 


{Phillis looſens Eur. Garment and. gpes Bee Warr 
x but of the pill. 
Help me, Phillis. 
Phil. Give ber more Air gerd 
Syl. Kind Heavens ! 1 do , r u e 
Tis ſhe, tis my Orind]]! „gon * be __ 
My loſt, my wedded Love + am 54; 
The change of Name no Ke can deceive me. 
See here my Thyrfis. | 
- The Marks by which L know. ber! 
« Oh happy Chance! 
Phil. © Orinds ! Oh Heavens! What is be ſaying *Y 
Tyr. Phillis, oh now be kinder. 


Phillis ſprinkles ſome Water out of teal on Ed. 


a 
210 at s Hua St $2457 1 * 


* 3h * (OE THe 


1 


* 


Both Riddles are unfolded, ae e 
« And hopes reviving. * | 
The one the Shepherd maſt not love, © e : . 
The other's Wedded. * e a 4 
Zur. Ah me: where am Jo 230 7 gt! 
[Reviving . of her Trance. 


Syl. Revive, my dear Orinda, 
For that's your Name. 
'Tis you ten long Years I've been ſeeking. 
My Heart foreknew it. 


The Oracle declar'd it, : 4s 


| 4p + * 
a gl * 


— 


And theſe Matks N 5 
Tents rn the fare ang, 
Let am Infant; ' i 1 
Heavn and your 
Ear. Ara Then yours? e 


— 


Patented you ale 
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an N 1 


90 0 Gag ire bat 


Dear Soul of ma Pleſne 


— 


* 5 XY 14 1 
. 755 | v5 \\F. 


. 
Ving, e 4 \ 
In love with thee vyi in: 


How charming's the Seri I | 


0 &c. | 
Thyr. Rall. whilſt Heaven. is joining 
This happy Pair, 

Muſt I alone be 2 

Oh forgive me, do not Hy mey 


1 


Phil. Since Fate and Love combine, 


1 muſt be thine. 5% 4 e N 


Thy, O now ſo much you blefs, 
No words can Cer peels. 


Die with Deſpair, 4: We 726 
If you deny m. 


<13 # F 2 
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DN Fol e ard art 
Y. reaſure Ne 1 
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1 
| Fur. Conde all, vr tesdei, Swain nn 2A 
[4 See Love reward our Pain ron ns 
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